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	Black Mailed -1P Canada X 2P CanadaRed Velvet Pancakes

Matthew let out a long and quiet yawn, just waking up from his slumber. He struggled to open his amethyst eyes, looking all around him to find the white polar bear, sleeping at the foot of his bed.

He quickly did his morning routine, making sure to brush his teeth _after_ eating the maple syrup drenched pancakes. Yesterday, he accidentally brushed his teeth _before_ eating the pancakes and he could taste the mint and maple creating an exotic and disgusting flavor.

There was another meeting being held today in America's Meeting House, that meant he was wearing some of his 'best' clothes.

'Best', as in, a red and white maple leaf sweater, khaki shorts, a white tank-top, and light brown combat boots.

He was almost never noticed at these meetings so it didn't matter what he wore anymore, as long as he showed up.

Heck, he was so unnoticable Russia sat on him!

Whenever he thought about that particular meeting, he would let out a long sigh and pinch the bridge of his nose in frustration.

He was about to leave when there was a knock at his door.

Matthew dropped his keys on the table, watching Kumajiro eat his kibble.

He opened the door to see no one there.

"Strange…" He said, furrowing his eyebrows in confusion.

Matthew looked around, finally noticing a medium-sized box at the foot of his door.

"Hm? What's this?" He asked to himself, picking up the card-board package and stepping inside. There were no stickers or anything on the box except for the words, '_Handle with care._'.

Matthew grabbed a knife from the knife drawer and slid it along the tape of the box, opening it with ease. He peered inside it.

There was, what looked like, black fishnets and red and black cloth.

"I-I didn't order this." He said quietly, noticing a small letter on the top of the pile.

He picked it up and unfolded the paper. It wasn't handwritten, but, instead, typed.

He read the letter.

'_Dear Canada/Matthew F. Williams, _

_My identity is to remain a secret. _

_Inside this box is something you can find out after reading this letter. _

_I've been watching you for a while now, watching your every move. _

_And may I say, I may be developing a crush. _

_But, that's off topic. _

_At the bottom of this note I've attached a little something I think some other fellow nations should see. _

_I am to release it, unless you make me change my mind. _

_Wear the clothing packed in this box. _

_Or you know the consequences if you don't. _

_Sincerely- XxX_'

And that was it.

Matthew looked to the bottom of the paper, and as the note said, there was a picture.

And it was definitely a picture he wouldn't want anyone to see.

He gulped and blushed a shade of red like no man has ever seen.

"S-Shit." He choked out, detaching the image from the paper. He took the tape off and threw it out, hand covering his mouth. He wanted to vomit.

He remembers taking this image, it was about a couple of months ago.

It was because he lost a bet to one of America's friends, Hof Gottomsworth.

The best was, if he could down four cups of wine in one minute and thirty minutes, he would be named, 'The Maple-Flavored Drunk'.

But if he lost, he would have to owe Hof something.

And Hof wasn't one of the guys you wouldn't want to owe.

Of course he lost, and a month later Hof asked him to take a photo-shoot for… Something…

In which he easily complied to, since he lost the bet.

He thought that Hof didn't use the photos in the… Magazine…

So how did this guy/girl get it?!

'_I have to admit… I look pretty sexy._' He thought to himself, giving a small and embarrassing nod.

He put the note and photo on the table, turning them both upside down.

Matthew took out the items in the box, immediately dropping them back in and turning around to panic.

He couldn't wear _those_!

Especially around those other nations!

And, mostly, his family! (France, America, England)

He calmed down quickly and turned back around to take the items out of the box again.

Obviously they were high quality, no wrinkles whatsoever.

First thing he placed on the counter were black fishnet stocking that would go right above his knee. Next, there was a miniskirt.

A fucking _miniskirt_.

And it was red.

Nice.

He assumed that the miniskirt would barely cover anything, but he just tried to shrug it off and move onto the next item which was-

Suspenders.

Red suspenders.

Okay! Next item!

Black boots.

Nice.

Fucking _nice_.

(Notice the sarcasm).

Matthew felt like he was about to cry, but what was the use? He would have to wear the clothing anyway.

"I-Is that it?" He asked himself, but it wasn't.

The last few things in the box were a black tie and...

A black, wired, cat ear headband.

"I-I'm literally fucked, eh." He sighed, running a hand through his long, blond hair.

Matthew glance at the clock on the wall, he would be late if he didn't hurry.

He grabbed the clothing and ran to the bathroom, trying to change quickly, in which he did.

Stripping himself of his clothes didn't take too long, but putting the new clothes on took a little longer.

He had no idea how suspenders worked, so he struggled with putting those on, as well with the neck-tie.

Matthew glanced in the mirror, a blush red as Hell consuming his face, and slid his sweater back on, zipping it up quickly.

Thoughts of what the others would say was scaring the crap out of him.

Matthew knew he couldn't skip the meeting, no matter how bad he wanted to. He made a pledge that he wouldn't skip the meeting unless something absolutely horrible happened to him. Or unless he suddenly fell ill. But those never happen anymore, there was no reason for them to.

He thought up an excuse if anyone would ask, he doubt they would, why he was dressed like this. He would simply say, 'I owe someone.'.

That was good…

Right?

_Right_?!

He shook his head, getting all the drama out of his head, or at least all that he could.

He walked out of the bathroom, grabbing his light brown suitcase with the maple leaf embedded in it, his keys, and Kumajiro.

"Haha~! Who are you?" The bear laughed, making Matthew nervously chuckle to keep some of his high spirits.

"Canada, remember?" Matthew started the ignition.

"Nope. Why are you dressed like that?" The bear was strapped in his car seat in the back.

"...Reasons." He said, driving out of the driveway and into the streets.

~0~

Soon enough, he arrived at America's Meeting House.

He had some people walk past him, giving him strange looks.

'_Well, at least they'll notice me… Wait! That's even worse!'_ He thought, wanting to cry and throw up again. He wasn't so sure if he should wear his sweater. It was really, _really_ hot in Washington and he didn't want to have the guy/girl get mad and leak the image because he wore the outfit wrong.

Adjusting the cat ear headband he put on before exiting his car, he let out another sigh, shutting the car off.

Picking up Kumajiro, his suitcase, and keys, he shut and locked his car doors and walked towards the building.

"Shit." He mumbled when he reached the doors.

Matthew wavered between opening them and walking in like he owned the place or just turning around and going home. He picked the first option, pushing the glass doors open.

He was welcomed with a furnished room.

"No people." He sighed, relaxing his shoulders. "Good."

He walked down the hall on his left and was finally greeted to the meeting room door.

Shaking and tensing up, he pull down his miniskirt more, trying to cover a little skin.

…

Like that was happening anytime soon.

Matthew placed the bear down, figuring he could walk by himself into the room.

And the small bear did just that.

He just walked right in, interrupting America's talking.

'_Oh crap! I must be late if people have just started talking._' He was trying to muster up the courage to walk through just like the bea did, but he couldn't, leaving him to stand outside the door.

"Oh!" America stopped, looking at the bear make his way to Canada's usual seat.

"Hey Kumajiro, dude! Waaait…" America paused his sentence, thinking.

"If you're here, then where's Canada?" He asked, the bear pointed to the door.

Eyes followed and noticed the door cracked open a bit.

"Oh look!" Prussia shouted, "Birdie's here!" He smile was wide and broad, looking at the small figure.

Canada was just peering through the door, the crack not large enough for them to see more than two inches or-so of his face.

"Canada! Mon ami, come in, come in!" France made a 'come-hither' gesture, making Canada tremble.

Everyone was looking at the door, everyone noticing the nation.

"Canada? Matthe? You alright?" England asked, standing up and making his way to the door, slowly.

"Ah, Matvie! Come in and sit down." Russia said, picking up his 'Magic Metal Pipe Of Pain'. "If you don't I might come over there. And you wouldn't want that, Da?" The Russian smiled.

"N-No… I-I'm f-fine, really!" Canada panicked, he felt like he was going to die.

"If you're fine them come here, dude. You know you can." America said, furrowing his eyebrows.

England was now at the door and Matthew could hardly notice.

_Bam_!

The door slammed open.

"G-Gah!" It startled the living shit out of Canada.

Everyone in the room stared at the nation.

Everyone blushed.

And almost everyone had a nosebleed.

England had a face of terror and embarrassment, France looked aroused (When didn't he?), and America was covering his nose.

Canada's tears were threatening to pour out. He needed a saviour.

Somebody.

_Anybod_-

Prussia interrupted the silence with a loud clearing of his throat.

"I-If you excuse me, I'll be taking birdie somewhere _private_." He said standing up and walking over to Canada, swooping him up and carrying him bridal style.

"G-Gil! P-Put me d-d-down!" He stuttered, latching to Prussia's neck.

"Haha~! You're funny. I'll be taking him, Da." Russia said, standing up and taking Canada out of Prussia's hands and into his.

"It'll be fine, Matvie." He said, wiping a fallen tear.

"I refuse to let you take my brother, commie!" America yelled, running over and taking his brother into his hands.

"Haha! The hero has come to save you, bro!" He said, pecking his brother's forehead.

"I refuse to let _any_ of you have my son." England said, kicking America in the back of the knees, having him drop Matthew on the butt.

"O-Ow." He whined.

You bet your ass Japan and Hungary were filming this.

"Non! He is my son! _Mine_!" France yelled, throwing Matthew over his shoulder.

He gave a small pinch to his butt, chuckling when he heard a yelp.

"S-Stop it!" He whined.

"Mine!" America yelled again, throwing himself at the feet of France and embracing them, making France lose his balance and stumble forward.

"H-Help." He said quietly, backing up and letting out a muffled yelp when he felt his back hit the wall.

"Nyet, he's mine."

"Nein! Mine!"

"Mine!"

"He is mine!"

"Mine! Mine, I say!"

"Ve~! Wait a minute!" The fighting stopped as Italy intervened from across the room.

Italy stood, smiling as bright as ever.

"Why don't you let Canada chose!" He said, eyes closed, 'Ve~!'-ing, and sitting back down.

"Hmm, it'd make more sense if we did instead of fight." England said, the group of dominants gathering around the powerless-looking uke.

"So, who is it, Birdie? Who is it that you want?" Prussia said, accent thick.

"W-Well, um, I-I'm s-sorry, G-Gil. B-But…" He looked around at the people who were gathered around him.

Matthew took in a deep breath, letting it out slowly.

"I-I alre-" All of a sudden the door bursted open.

"Mattie? Mattie?! Where the fuck are you?!" The man yelled, making Canada smile and tears stop flowing.

It was Matt.

Mattie's 2P.

"M-Matt?" He said quietly, hoping he would hear him.

"Hm? Who are you?" America asked, looking as annoyed as ever.

"Fucking Canada." Came the curt answer.

Matt looked around the room, pushing his sunglasses up his nose more.

Matt walked over to the group and pushed through to find his boyfriend in tears and practically cornered by all these nations who looked taller and more masculine than Mattie.

Matt let out a tired sigh.

"Geez, where'd you get that outfit? I swear, if we were alone, I'd bang you right here right now." Matt didn't smile, he rarely did, so his expression was stoic and scary to the others, except for Mattie.

"I-I… W-Wait! Y-You w-wouldn't! W-Would you?" Matt picked up the blushing and stuttering 1p and walked out the crowd.

"Yep. I'll even do it in the car. Screw it, where's the nearest bathroom in this place?" Mattie laughed, the others in the group pissed, disturbed, confused, and slightly depressed.

Matt carried Mattie bridal style.

Matt turned towards the small group and glared through his glasses.

"If you dare touch this doe-eyed son of a bitch, I swear to all the damn gods, I'll get Al, Oliver, and Jean to help me disassemble your bodies and through them into a river." And with that, the couple left.

~0~ (Next day)

Another meeting was scheduled for the today, so no one went home. They all stayed in the closest hotel they could get to and stayed the night there.

Matt was embracing Mattie as they slept.

It was a cute sight, really.

The alarm went off and they both stirred out of their sleep.

Mattie didn't want to move, no scratch that.

He _couldn't_ move.

There was a loud knock at the door.

Mattie was about to try and get up, but Matt put a hand on his head and gave him a peck on the lips.

"I'll get it." He yawned and walked to the door, naked. He didn't really care if someone saw him nude. He knew he was smoking hot, so, he could care less if someone saw him.

He opened the door to be met with nothing but space.

Then he looked on the floor.

"Hey Mattie? Did you order a package." Mattie sat up, face contorting to show extreme pain.

"N-No. Why?" He asked, rubbing his eyes.

Matt placed the box on the table, and put his long hair into the usual ponytail.

Matt took the scissors that were standing by and slid it across the tape opening the package.

There was purple and black cloth and a letter.

"Hm?" He almost grunted, opening the letter up.

As soon as the letter was opened, a photo dropped out of it.

Matt picked it up, looking at it.

Eyes widened and a blush spread across his face.

"Mattie?" He asked.

"Yeah?" Came the quiet answer.

"Have I ever told you how sexy you look?" His eyes didn't move from the photo.

Nope.

Not even once.


End file.
